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CHAPTER XXII.

The Whirling of the Wheel.

As old as church or cloister, the
. massive wheel of the Mount had, in
the past, played prominent part in the
affairs of succeeding communities on
the rock. It, or the hempen strand it
controlled, had primarily served as a
link between the sequestered dwellers,
and the flesh-pots and material com-
forts of the lower world. Through its
use had my lord, the abbot, been ever
enabled to keep full the mighty wine-
butts of his cellars; to provide good
cheer for the tables of the brethren,
and to brighten his cold stone interiors
with the fresh greens of Flemish tap-
estry, or the sensuous hues of rugs
and fabries from seraglio or mosque.
Times less anclent bhad likewise
claimed its services, and even in re-
cent years, by direction of his Excel-
lency, the Governor, had it occasional-
1y been used for the hoisting of goods,
wares, or glant casks, overcumber-
some for men or mules.

Toward this simple monkish con-
trivance, the svmmit’'s rough lift, or
elevator, wherein serfs or henchmen
had walked like squirrels In a cage to
bring solace to generations of isolated
dwellers, the Black Seigneur had at
first stepped impetuously; then

stouned. hardlv breathing. to Ipok over
his Shoulder at the door that had been

left unfastened. An involuntary ques-
tion flashing through his brain—the
cause of this seeming carelessness—
found almost immediate answer in his
mind, and the certainty that he stood
not there alone—a consciousness of
some one else, near, became abruptly
confirmed.

“What are you doing, soldier?” A
voice, rough, snarling, drew swiftly his
glance toward a presence, intultively
divined; an undersized, grotesque fig-
ure that had entered the place but a
few moments before and now appeared
from behind boxes and casks where
he had been about to retire to his
mattress in a corner.

“What do you want?"” repeatsd this
person, the anger and viciousness on
his distorted features, revealed in the
moonlight from the large opening, like
that of some animal unwarrantedly
disturbed.

“You, landlord of the thieves’ inn!"
And inaction giving way to movement
on the intruder’'s part, a knife that had
flashed back in the hand of the hunch-
back, with his query, was swiftly
twisted from him and kicked aside,
while a scream of mingled paln and
rage became abruptly suppressed.
Struggling and writhing like a wild-
cat, Jacques proved no mean antagon-
ist; with a strength incredible for one
of his size, supplemented by the well-
known agility of his kind, he scratched,
kicked and had managed to get the
other’s hand in his mouth, when, mak-
ing an effort to throw off that clinging
burden, the Black Seigneur dashed
the dwarf's head violently against the
wooden support of the place. At once
all belligerency left the hunchback,
end, releasing his hold, he sank to the
ground.

An instant the intruder regarded the
Inert form; then, goiug to the door,
latched and locked it with a key he
found inside. Having thus In a meas-
ure secured himself from immediate
interruption without—for anyone try-
Ing the door would conclude the wheel-
room vacant, or that the dwarf slept
there or In the store-house beyond—
the Black Scigneur walked to the ap-
erture, and reaching up, began to pay
out the rope from a pulley above. As
he-did so, with feet braced, he leaned
over to follow in its descent a small
car along the almost perpendicular

planking from the mouth of the wheel-
room to the rocks, several hundred
feet below,

A sudden slackening of the rope—
assurance that the car, at the end of
‘the line, had reached the loading-
spot below without the fortiflcations—
and the young man straightened; 1
an attitude of attentlon, stood listen-
ing. But the stillness, impregnated
only with a faint underbreath, the
far-away murmur of water, or the just
audible droning of insects near the flg-
trees on the rocks, continued un-
broken. An impatient frown gathered
on his brow; more eagerly he bent for-
sard to gaze down, when through the
air a distant sound—the low, melan-
choly hoot of an owl—was wafted up-
wward.

Upon him at the aperture, this night-
call, common to the Mount and its en-
virons, acted in magical manner, and
swiftly had he stepped toward the
wheel, when an object, intervening,
stirred; started to stagger to its feet.
At once was the young man's first im-
pelling movement arrested; but, thus
foreibly drawn from his purpose, he
«{1id not long pause to contemplate: his
hand, drawing the soldier's sword, held
1t quickly at the hunchback’s throat.

“A sound, and you know what to ex-
pect!”

With the bare point at his flesh,

Jacques, dully hearing, vaguely com-
prehending, could, indeed, guess and
‘the fingers he had involuntarily raised
'to push the bright blade aside, fell,
while at the same time any desire to
attempt to call out, or arcuse the
guard, was replaced by an entirely dif-
ferent emotion.in his . aching brain.

n | more, reappeared.

Never b¥ore had' heactually felt thiat
charp touch—the prelude to the final
thrust, At the sting of it, a tremor
ran through him, while cowardice, his
besetting quality, long covered by
growl and egotism in his strength and
hideousness to terrify, alone shone
from his unprepossessing yellow fea-
tures.

“You were brave enouzh with the
soldiers at your beck!” went on a de-
termined voice whose ironical accents
in no wise served to alleviate his
panie. “When you had only a mounte-
bank to deal with! But get up!” con-
temptuously. “And,” as the hunch-
back obeyed, hls crooked legs shaking
in the support of his misshapen frame,
“into the wheel with you!"”

“The wheel!” stammered the dwarf,
“Why—what—"

“To take a little of your own medi-
clne! Pardi! What a voluble fellow!
In with you, or—"

With no more words the hunchback.
staggering, hardly knowing what he
did, entered the ancient abbot’s ma-
chine for hoisting. But as he started
to walk in the great wheel at the side
of his captor, a plcture of the past—
the times he, himself, had forced pris-
oners to the wheel, stimulating with
jeer and whip—arose mockingly be-
fore him, and the incongruous present
seemed, in contrast, like a black wak-
ing dream.

That it was no dream, however, and
that the awakening would never oc-
cur, he well krew, and malevolently
though fearfully he eyed the rope, com-
ing in over the pulley at the aperture;
to be wound around and around by a
smaller wheel, attached to the larger,
and—drawing up what?

An inkling of the sort of merchan-
dise to be expected, under the circum-
stances, could but flash through his
mind, together with a more vivid con-
sciousness of the only course open for
him—to cry out, regardless of conse-
quences! Perhaps he might even have
done s0, but at that instant—as if the
other had reaq the thought—came the
cold ‘touch’ of* a bare blade on” his
neck; and with a sudden chill, the
brief heroic impulse passed.

More stealthily now he began to
study his companion in the wheel,
while a cuestion, suddenly occurring,
reiterated itself in his brain. This
man—who was he? And what did he
know of the mountebank, or his, Jac-
ques’, dealings with the clown? That
his captor was no soldier of the rock,
or belonged there, the hunchback felt
by this time assured, and a growing
suspicion of the other's {dentity
brought home with new force to the
dwarf the thankless part chance, per-
haps, had assigned to him in that
night's work, And ot the full realiza-
tion of the consgaouences, should his
surmise prove correct—what must ul-
timately happen to himseclf in that
event, when unwilling co-operation at
the wheel should become known—al-
most had he again reached the des-
perate point of calling out; but at
that moment a turn in the wheel
brought to the level of the aperture,
the car. In it, or clinging thereto,
were a number ofefigures who, as soon
as the rope stopped, sprang noisecless-
Iy to the platform.

“Seigneur, we hardly dared hope—"
“We obeyed orders, but—"

Gazing through the spokes of the
wheel, and listening to their whispered
exclamations, any lingering doubt as
to who his captor was could no longer
be entertained by the hunchback.
These new-comers took no pains to
conceal it; even when the dwarf's
presence became known to them uand
unceremoniously was he dragged forth
—they displayed a contemptuous dis-
regard of him as a factor to interfere,
not calculated to dull the edge of his
apprehension! Too late now might he
regret that pusillanimity that had
caused him to draw back from an im-
mortal role; already was the car again
descending!

It came up loaded; went down once
On the little plat-
form now were more than a dozen
men assembled, but to Jacques this
force looked multiplied. Amid the
confusion of his thoughts, vaguely
could he hear orders given; caught
something about the need for qulet,
haste, overpowering the guard; then
saw the door open, and the men, like
shadows, go out; leaving him alone.

No: with two black figures; ominous;
armed. He could see the glitter of
thelr weapons, and ventured to move
bis thick tongue, when, fiercely si-
lenced, he crouched down; waited,
with hands clenched, an interminable
period; until faintly from afar sound-
ed the note of a night-bird,

Roughly jerked to his feet, between
them he walked to the door; heard it
close; stepped out into the mnight.
Many times had he made his way be-
tween wheel-room and guard-house,
but now the route seemed strange,
and, locking around mnear the struc
tures at the entrance to his dungeons
Jacques shook his head as if to rid
his brain of some fantasy. But the
scene did not change; the guard-house
remalned—familiar; unlike, with un-
knpwn faces, peering from it, and an

imperious voice issuing commands tc
him, once unquestioned commander
here!

And comprehending what wag being
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with curses would have answered that
the keys were his own; the dungeons,
too, and what they held, and that he
would never lead them there; never
open these deors! But this grim, sav-
age, determined band beat down his
arms, and his courage; and, with the
shadow of the grave again before
him, the dwarf walked on; past the
stable into the guard-bouse, where fa-
miliar forms cnce had been seated,
and into the passage leading to the
dungeons beyond.

CHAPTER XXIIL

At the Verge of the Aperture.

The footfall of the Black Seigneur,
near the guard-hcuse of the dungeons, ;
was measured, yet noiseless, as he
stepped on the soft earth, alongside
the stone walk, now toward the pass-
age in the direction of the wheel-room,
then back into the little square. That
his thonghts, however, moved not in
accord with that deliberate stride, the
brows impatiently knit, and the quick
glances he continued to cast over his
shoulder, bore testimony.

Stopping at length near the Tour
Bernard, he looked fixedly down at the
town, wrapped in a stillness that
should have reassured him. Never-
theless he appeared not satisfied; and
had stepped out into the court again,
when some sound he heard, or fancied,
sent him quickly to an embrasure in
the wall. From this opening—for-
merly for cannon in defense of the
fenils, and ihe poulain, or planking for
the hoisting of goods—he leaned far
out, his glance instinctively turning
toward the barracks, some distance to
the right and far below. As he stood
thus, that which had first attracted
his attention—the sound of a voice
giving orders—was repeated; at the
same time where had been only dark-
ness now shone many windows, while
to the left, near the entrance he had
passed after leaving the stable, lights
began to dance like fireflies.

At these signs of aetivity and the
sounds breaking the general quietude,
an exclamation fell from hislips; then,
pausing only a moment to listen and
observe, he sprang toward the guard-
house. Crossing the threshold, de-
fined by a faint glimmer from a dis-
tant corner, he made his way past sev-
eral motionless forms, into a low pass-
age beyond. Here he called out impa-
tiently; but from those depths, lead-
ing down into the dungeons where bis
comrades hud gone, no answer was re-
turned. His voice, hollow, mocking,
seemed stifled in a tomb; more loud-
1y he shouted; walked farther in, when
an indistinct response was followed by
a pin-point of light, and, ere long, by
the bearer of a little lamp, Sanchez,

“The others?’ At the head of a
dark stairway into which' he would in-
advertently have plunged, had he gone
farther, the Plack S2igneur confroated
the man, as he approached.

“They will soon be here,” said the
old servant, springing up rhe steps and
walking after his master, who had al-
ready turned back toward the guard-
room. ‘“Jacques—curse him!"—pul-
ting out his light in cbedience te a
gesture from the -other—"“fumbled
with the keys; pretended he couldnt
find the right ones! So it took long-
er to open the doors.”

“The prisoners?”

“T left our men working at the last
dungeon to come on ahead—to let you
know you might soon expect them.”

“Soon,” ironically, “may be too late."

“You mean—17"

“The hue and cry is out! I have
leng been expecting it; 1 do not un-
derstand why it didn’'t come before:
unless a mountebank, locked up, was
considered  safe  enough for the
nigbt—"

“Then some one knew—?"

“Some cne?' A bitter laugh was
guickly suppressed on the Foung man's
lips. “Hark! l.sten!™

“Qounds below! the coldiers!” ex
claimed Sanchez, and started foward
the window to look out, only to fall
quickly back.

“What is {t?" Tith his hand on the
other's shoulder, the Black Seigneur
whispered the guestion.

“A face! At the window!”

“Sn soon? The hounds are quicker
than I thought! Or' drawing his
sword, it may be only one or two in
advance. In that case—"

Gut no eneray, single or plural, met
their view, either in front, or at the
side of the guard-house; only the
darkness, void, empty, and the bare
rampart wall winding around the head
of the Mount like a monster guardian
dragon, asleep at his post.

“Here is no one!”

“No one! Yet am I sure T saw—"

“A shadow!" answered the other.
“And we have nothing worse to fight!”

“Iome ona was there, Seigneur,”
stubborniy, “and fled!”

“Eh bien! He's gone!”

“He? It looked like a—"

“Back with you, quick! Is this a
time for tulk? Call those who can
come—if they would save their
necks!”

“Here they are new,” exclaimed the
servant, and, as he spoke, the first of
their men, blowing out the light he
carried, ran quickly across the guard-
chamber and into the open air. Oth-
ers hastily followed, until the gather-
ing, swelled by rhose brought with
them from the dungeons, stood ex-
pectantly before the little stone struc-
ture.

“All the prisoners are here?”

“ArT

“To the wheel-house, then!”

But 2s they hastened across the
square and into the narrow way, the
Black Seigneur again spoke to the
man just ahead:

“The hunchback?”

“we left him below, locked up in
the Devil's Cage!”

“The Devil's Cage! Quelle bonne
plaisanterie! Although,” looking back,

“i+ may cogf us dear!” :
(To Be Contmued}
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BURNED TO DEATIL

Newton, -N. J., -June T.—Mr. and
Mrs, Charles C. Edgerton were burn-
«d to death in a Tire that destroyed
ieir at Budds Lake today.
fheir daushter, Mrs. A, W. Nolls and
ver hushand, sustained serious injur-
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WINDOW
\ade to Order.
Get our Prices.
Fine Paper Hanging and
Interior Decorating.
Send Postal ana I will call
and give estimates.
See our 5¢ Wall Paper.

H. E. WEBB.
921 KING ST.

ICE

PURE MANUFACTURED ICE
Delivered in all Parts of the City]
Prompt Delivery is
Guaranteced
Heme Phone 46 A

DanielF. Harkins

to C. H. ZIMMERMAN.
MARKET ST'ACE

SHADES

Successor

6.—The Ohio

King and Pitt Streets

Onyx Silk
Hosiery Re-
duced for
SaturdayOnly

We will sell Saturday
men’s and womens regu-
lar 50c black white and
colored silk hose, at the
special price of 35c a pair
or 3 pair for $1.00.

Only three pair to a cust-|
omer.

The onyx hosierv are
well known for their good
w earing qualities style and !
finish. [

NEW VALUES IN OLD LIQUORS.

One of the last things that Commo-
dares do hefore cailtng on the expeli
tion is to pu_nh

GIBSON'S PI.'RE OLD RYE.
COULD vou imagine a stronger testl-
monial. We have all kinds of LIQUORS
carefully packed in neat cartons ready
for shipment to all scctions of Vir-
ginia .gnm $8.00 I

2.00 to per gallon.

Have on hand Gibson's_XN, XXX
XXXNX and PURE OLD R . illnl
Cabinet and Monogram, also BAKER'S
and THOMPSON'S WHISKEYS,
which we invite your attention.

Should vou feel disposed to send us
an order we know you will be satis-
fied with results. Solleiting ¥our trade,
we are Yours Respeclrull}

to

W. A. Johnson & Co.,|

Dealers in Grocenes and quunral
I ALEXANDRIA,

Swan Bros.

it s Absolutely

lecessary

That people be reminded continually that
you are ready to sell them the goods they

want.
easily forgotten.

Washington is near and you are
Anartistically trimmed,

well lighted window is the best salezman

you can have.

People hzve more leisure at night,

Keep Your Windows Lighted

Alexandria County Liohting Co.

i Bell Telephone 193.

Capital City Telephone 123.

over supply of Harness.
money.)

hames, collar not included. ..

ed. (Regular price $20.00).

115-117 N. St. Asaph St.

BARGAINS IN HARNESS.

__One of the largest Harness manufacturers in the country had an
We paid cash for 100 sels (he needed the

Brass Mounted Set Surrey Harness; Swiss collar, 14 inch f(race,
4 inch saddle, 1 inch lines. (Regular price $50.00). ........ $27.50
Sot Brass Mounted Harness, a little lighter than above set, with

Set of Rubber Mounted Buggy Harness with hames, collar not inelud-

sssassnes e ssasesassansaens T

See Mr. Miller in our Harness Department.

WVit. Vernon Stables

S16.50

$13.50

Both Phenes 4.

LEA

These little ADS represent
genuine values—values that
are seldom found in any oth-
er class of advertising—read
EVERY ONE—every day.

Advertiser—It  will

Mr.
pay you to sce that your

name appears regularly in
JUR LEADER COLUMN.

Call the LEADER
Vlan at PHONE No 7

‘Packed in Cartons.

'D. BENDHEIM & SONS

Removal Sale Starts Thursday

morning
116 KING STREET

Heon & Constantinople
Fruits Confectionerics
Wholesale and Retail
312 KING STREET

W. C. BRAGGETT
A1l kinds Fresh Meats (U. S. Insp).
Baggett's Home Made Sausages.
CITY MARKET

JUSTICE BRAND
COFFEE
Pleases Everyhoay
AlexandriaCoffeeCompany

J. KENT WHITE
“THINGS ELECTRICAL”
313 King Street

WM. DESMOND
PLUMBING
in all its branches—when you want it
dnne right—right now, call us
1i2 N. St. Asaph St.

J. & H. AITCHINSON
GRAY MOTOR

Marine and CGasoline Engines.
Repair Work.

T. ¥. BURROUGHS & SON

OLD FASHIONED GROUND
CORN MEAL
All Grocers.

)
714

GEGRGE AYERS
i.ock and Gun Smith.
NE\V LINE BICYCLES.

ALLKINDSREPAIR WORK

PORTNER'S
HOFBRAU BEER

Goes Right to the Spot.

H. FRIEDLANDER
CLOTHING, GENTS' FURNISH-

See Those Nifty Spring Suits.
F. C. PULLIN

Pullin's Groceries

l

J. RGSE
P \W\ BROKER.
LADIES & GENTS FURNISHINGS
Unredecmed Pledees,

320 KING STREET.

JOHN D. NORMOYLE

Insurance.

Real Estate,
ITome 1241

Bell 224-1.

Schneider-Slaymaker
CORPORATION.

Insurance and Bonding,
ROSEMONT PROPERTIES.

Thompson & Appich
Real Estate, Loans, Insurance.
Both ’hones, 107 5. Royal St

FANCY CUT FLOWERS
KRAMER FLORAL CO.
Phone Bell 171. 901 King Street.

C. M. SCHWAB

TAILOR,
DYEING,
416 King St.

WM. G. WELLS
BUFFET.
Arlington Brew Co.s Sparkling Al
and Portner's Beers on draught.

519 KING STREET.

EDW. 8. McCABI,
Manufacturer of

Grand Dixie Relish
212 King Street.
SPINKS’ CAFE
WINES. LIQUORS.
SEA FOODS
Prince and Royal Streets.
MONROE & MARBURY

Exeluzive Seliing Agents
for those N. Washington

St. [Homes.
307 King St. Bell Phone 444

John A. Marshall & Bro.
SELLS THE SHOES YOU HEAR SO
MUCH TALK ABOUT.

ROBT. ELLIOTT

CLEANING, PRESSING.

Pullin's Service. ) Real Estate, Loans,  Insurznce,
Try the Combination. Ii's a Winner. 127 S. Royal St.
J. REESE CATON DREW’S

MAGAZINES NEWSPAPERS

130 S. Royal St.

CARTER BROS.

Choice Things to Eat.
102 KING ST.

New York Bargam House
Ladies’ and Gents' Outfitters.
319 King St. '
SEE OUR NEW SPRING STOCE.

‘Alexandria, Va.

109 8. Pitt.
FRIED CLALMS, DEVILED CRARS,
“Always Hot”
A GGOD (COLD BOTTLE.

Banner Steama Laundry
RENDERS A SERVICE THAT
HOLDS CUSTOMERS.

W A SVIOOT & CO.

Building Supplies
Phone 57, 2

Mill w




